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e you living in the past, present, or future? Are you limiting yourself 
th too lates or excusing yourself with next times? Are you staying in 
>moment? Are you living for today? 


are you fighting for a better tomorrow? 


2 treat timelines like lifelines and measure ourselves against short 
os around the sun. We think a wrong step today will walk us into 
ad-ends tomorrow, and we see limitless possibilities as an 
convenience. Are we hopeful? Are we fearful? 


e we ready? 

the artists, thank you for confronting the unknown. For putting pen 
paper and propelling the world forward through your words. For 
inting poignant predictions and capturing moments which have yet 


happen - some of which never will. 


r looking forward. For looking backwards. For taking the time to 
»k in the first place. 


nile | can't predict the future, | think it’s going to be one hell of an 
venture. 


uch love xoxo 
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"I don't see why you're so again 
geil ns as etc sunris se. tT e sky was lighting up with various shades 


Rees ee te 






iy into old 19¢ age. Seeiae about it felt eerie, like the life that they 
ice shared was all stuffed into three cheap, black suitcases. 


u are,” Michael sighed. “I don’t know why you feel the need to leave.” 


“It's a midlife crisis? Maybe?” William neues, lifting his coffee mug to 
his lips. His bare chest looked soft against the sunrise behind him, body 
stretching out and rib cage pressing against pale skin. “I need to get out of 
New York.” 


“You're only 23, Will, isn’t going back to Chicago every other weekend 
enough?” Michael asked genuinely, although he'd asked that question a 
thousand times before, fought about that question a thousand times 
before, and was always met with the exact same answer. 


"Nlo rr 


Michael took a deep breath, and tried to. remember why he couldn't think 
of the words to say. He wasn’t going to try to stop William from leaving, it © 
wouldn't be fair to do that. He used to think that William wanted to leave 
because he didn’t care. Now, he knew that it would've been selfish to say 


_.that William didn’t care about him if he left; Michael knew, that he cared, 


probably a little too much. Ever since William had started talking about 
leaving, Michael had started thinking about love and what it meant. Michael 
was pretty sure that it was about wanting what was best for someone, even 
if it broke your heart. And by virtue of that, Michael was almost positive 

that he was in love with William. : 







1st coming with me,” William noted, staring 


= Ca - f 
nA‘.L 


of pink, orange, and yellow. Michael hadn‘t seen anything like it in a long 
time. He wasn’t even sure why they were up that early. 








ic,” Michael shrugged, staring at the 
sky. He knew that neither of 1 would win in this fragile game, but — 
maybe, just maybe, they could come to some sort of a tie. Michael would 
leave with him, but he had too much tying him down. Someone had to finish 
the lease on their apartment, someone had to explain where he’d gone, 
someone had to work, someone had to pay the bills. Life wasn’t always so 
black and white, and for once in his life, Michael had to be a realist. 


“Is this for good?” Michael asked, although, he wasn’t positive that he 
wanted the answer. What he wanted was a lifetime of accidentally waking 
up early enough to watch the sky illuminate with morning, with William sit- 
ting beside him. They had only been together since the trees had started to 
bud, the thought of the both of them falling out as the leaves fell made Mi- 
chael feel like his heart might implode. At least ie changed, like the col- 
ours, Michael ougoe to himself. 










“| don’t know. | don’t think so,” William took a deep breath. The thing about 
William was -- as scatterbrained as he was -- he liked everything to be me- 
‘iculously planned. Michael was pretty sure that he’d thrown everything off 
By not agreeing to follow William off on wherever his latest whim took him. 
Michael had seen the scattered papers covered in messy caps lock that used 
to litter their bedroom walls,,and everything depended on Michael going 
with him. The next twenty years of their lives were completely’ruined, in 
William’s mind. All because they were both too stubborn to fold, like the 
crumpled one, two, five and ten year plans that currently lived i in the recy- 
cling bin. 


“Are you scared? Nervous?” Michael asked. He figured-that William must 
have had at least some doubt in his mind. | 


“Not 5 wally Why do you ask?” 






“We're together. | want to know your fears,” Michael replied, although he 
wasn’t so sure about the first part anymore. 
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“Oh. Right,” William mumbled. “You should've bought me roses, or 
something. Given me a nice send off.” 


“You're not leaving yet. And besides, if you want roses, you have money, 
you can buy them,” Michael replied, although, he made a mental note to 
pick up roses from the bodega on the corner before he left in the morning. 


"And they say that romance is dead,” William rolled his eyes. 


“Do you want to go out to the patio and watch the sunrise?” Michael 
offered, trying to run through nice ways to spend their last day together. In 
an ideal world, Michael would’ve taken William back through all of his 
favourite spots in the city, and told him that he thought he was falling in 
love. Maybe then, he wouldn't leave. But it wasn’t an ideal world, and they 
had to make due with what was left. It was a boring Sunday morning. The 
sunrise seemed pretty nice. 


“| want.to go back to bed,” William sighed. 


“Really? We Henle one day left together and id you want to spend it sleeping?” 


Michael quirked an eyebrow. 





“Please, don’t say that,” William sighed, standing up from the stool at the 
island and placing his now empty coffee cup in the sink. Ordinarily, Michael 


--would’ve made some snide remark, but he knew exactly what William was 


talking about. He didn’t really want to hear that they only had one day left 
together, either. “Come with me. Don’t fight with me today.” 


Michael didn’t know whether he was talking about when he actually left, or 
that-moment; but he obliged and followed William through the quiet ~ | 
room and into their small, messy bedroom. 


The boxes piled up were like a looming threat, Michael never would've been 


worried about someone leaving before William. Ordinarily, he would've 
already been back in clubs, searching for the next person to temporarily 
share his bed. : 


But he’d planned mage? out in his head too, when they'd get a house 
for real, instead of a shitty apartment, when they‘d decide to get married, 
when they’d figure out that hey wanted to adopt a baby. He wanted to 
pour it out to paper, but he couldn't bear to anymore. What if William never 
came home? 





The two of them crawled into bed, Michael wrapped his body around 


William's. He’d grown so used to the way every protruding bone, every. 


curve, every muscle, fit-against his. He didn’t want to go back to sleeping 
alone. The soft, sweet smell of strawberries and lemons in William's hair 
wasn’t anything that Michael would be able to replace, with anyone else. 


Michael had even memorized William's breathing pattern, it took him 2 © 


seconds to breathe in, and 2 to breathe out. His chest rising and falling was 
the last thing Michael ever thought he’d lose. 


Michael didn’t know when he fell asleep, but he dreamt about he and 
William laying beside one another in a field of some kind, just existing 
together. At the ‘end of the dream, William’s hand dissolved in his own, 
leaving Michael with a constant piece of him. | 


He woke- up when it must've been mid-afternoon, William had propped 
himself up over top of Michael, staring down at him with a light smile on his 
face. Michael smiled back up at him, the looming threat of William leaving 
didn’t seem so scary anymore, as long as they had that moment. Michael 
tilted his head up slightly and pressed a soft kiss to William's lips. It didn’t 
matter how many times they'd kissed, Michael always felt the world fall 
apart around him -- even if William had terrible morning breath. 





silence, light browne eyes s xtarins at Michael. 


“Are you going to forget me by this time next year?” Michael asked, 
completely ignoring William's prior statement. He’d started.thinking about 
that question since William first started talking about leaving, and he really 
wasn’t sure of the answer. He wanted to believe that they were meant to 
be, but he wasn’t certain anymore. 


Michael,” William alt Erecking the 
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“No, are you kidding me?” William shook his head, laughing softly. “You're 
like, my soulmate. I'll remember you until I’m dead. Until I'm rotting.” 


_ Michael didn’t reply, he just wrapped his arm around William’s shoulder, so 


their sides were barely touching. He refused to let himself feel anything, 
William obviously felt prepared to move on with his life. Love was so 
subjective, and Michael hoped that they both meant the same thing by it, 
even if they’d never said it out loud. | 


“You know, you've asked me a lot where I’m going. | still don’t know. I'm just 
going to get in the car- and, well, probably get lost and end up somewhere 
in Kentucky. But, my heart's always going to be here. | can promise you that 
much,” William sighed, his eyes glassy with a cover of saltwater. “You're 


really fucking up my plans by not coming with me.” 


Michael wrapped his arms around William's body, pulling him close and 
tight. He didn't want to let him go. It wasn’t long before the pair fell asleep — 
early in the ‘night, Michael keeping a tight grip around William. He didn’t 
want him to leave, he really couldn't begin to imagine him leaving. Michael 
didn’t dream, but he woke up time and time again, thinking about the fact 
that this might be the last time he’d fall asleep with William in his arms. 


woke up definitively the next morning, the bed was still slightly 





warm in William’ s place, the sheets were still wrinkled and dented where his 


body was however long before. Michael had promised himself that he’d get 
over it, but he was almost certain that he wouldn't. On the pillow, still 
marked by the imprint of William's head, was a small note with tiny 
teardrops staining its contents. 





» TODAY: TELL MICHAEL THAT | LOVE HIM AND REMIND HIM TO CALL 


MONTH 1: GET OUT, CLEAR MY HEAD, LIVE MY LIFE 
MONTH 2: COME HOME 

MONTH 3: ?? 

MONTH 4: LEAVE AGAIN (WITH MICHAEL THIS TIME) 
MONTH 5: STILL WITH MICHAEL 

MONTH 6: STAY HOME 


MOOD | NATHALIA GARCIA | MEXICO | @NATHS.JPG 
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NOT GETTING ANY YOUNGER | JASMINE JENAY | MARYLAND, US | @DUMBSHITIWRITE 
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CETTNG 


why does it feel like i never got to be a teenager? 
seems like i went from kid to adult 


} i've shared a room all my life 
“re i : i know i should get over it 
| Ro people have it worse 








i feel like i can’t complain 

i feel like i can’t do anything 

i try to push everything good away 
i even stopped buying shit for myself 
at some point i just stopped trying 

i don’t know why things happen the way they do 

i don’t know why some people have more even when they aren't 
good people 

i don’t know why the good ones struggle the most 

but that’s not something | can keep dwelling about 

i can’t keep doing it 

i can’t keep wondering why 

i can’t stay stuck in the past 

but the past seems to come into my life in different ways 

the second i thought i was getting better 

i started struggling with ocd 

i didn’t even bother to write about it 

i don’t even know what to say about it except it exhausts me to 
lengths i didn’t know existed 

i know i’m still young 

but i'm not getting any younger 

why does it seem like i’m the oldest when i'm the youngest? 
why does it seem like i've been here a lifetime when my life is 
actually just starting to begin? 

i guess only the future can answer these questions 








911, WHO AM I? | NATHALIA GARCIA | MEXICO | @NATHS.JPG 
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STUSONTIER.NET 


These works emanate from discarded 


inkjet printers and examine the notion 


of waste in the digital era. 
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riviade C 


| miss you everyday 
Aal-1e-¥cmaleyar-manto)ant-laial melo)am 
idallal.@r-letelUimyZol0 

ZN ofolUh mn \zat-l ml at-] ©) e-lalcre 


All of my life was spent with you 
7N ey mvat-wile ales 

ovate marle|alis 

The make believe games we 


played as kids 


10 relaliatem-laromeralare 
All the late nights we’d spend 
just talking 


Ten years 

You were my best friend for ten 
Werle 

You were truly the sister | never 
had but always wanted 


All the heartbreaks and watch- 
fate m-Y-loiamevual-larelce\Wmlaicomsal- 
people we are, or rather the 
people we were 


Magu Nanuarol0lolaimim’Vel0l (om e\-mvelu) 
and | until the end 
S]ULar-] | oymuat-lmx-ale(-reMe)-laalle aye 





It's crazy how we live two miles 
apart 

But | haven’t seen you in a year 
We haven't talked in a year 


That year feels like an eternity 
It was like | lost a part of who | 
was by losing you 


| feel like I’m slowly shattering 
every time | think of you and 
nalvmaley-]amlo)g-y-1,.<or-Maalilitelamiiparcys 
~rer-llam-larem-ler-lla 
lmaat-.<-\Maat-mel0l-s-1u(e]alale\ me lesx— 
we really were 


| don't know how to stop myself 
icolpamciar-ac=)elale pa MannKelemcyer-|¢-1o 
imome-y-[eameluli 

It all ended so suddenly 


Eventually I'll be the girl who 
shattered so hard she became 


dust 
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ONE DAY | IQRAABID | ONTARIO, CANADA | @THESUNBELONGSTOTHESTARS 
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One Day 


You sing me a song over a sink full of dirty dishes and 
chores become dances, each with their own playful tune. 
Everything is funny now and every room and hallway swells 
with our laughter, our collective joy. I've stopped picking at 
my face and chewing my bottom lip raw. You bite your nails 
less. We pick out paint colours and picture frames. You want 
to dedicate an entire room to our future pets and | let you. 
This is our home and we fill it up with all our nonsense and 
love. 


During the week, | come through the door to be welcomed 
with your warmth, your smiles, your voice calling me funny 
names. You, my nest, where | return after long days of living 
and finally get a chance to stop. Here, we get to be still, we 
get to be us. And nothing stops us from laughing from our 
bellies and making a mess and talking to each other in ways 
we would never talk to another human being. This is the 
side of you no one else sees. This is the side of me no one 
else sees. This is our home, you tell me. 


On weekends, we curl up on the couch and eat all the junk 
food in front of the T.V. We make a vacation out of it. Night 
sweeps across the city and you take my lead and tell the 
moon all of your stories too, a friend for the both of us. 


Laying in our beds with moonlight streaming through the 
windows, | tell you | love you and it feels like | am saying it 
for the first time. You tell me you love me too and kiss me 
like you have waited your whole life for this one kiss. When 
quiet falls over us like a blanket, it is because we are finally 
asleep. Nestled in each other's arms, resting and waiting for 
another day of coming home to you. 


UNTITLED | DINA BAXEVANAKIS | TORONTO, CANADA I @DINADRAWS36 | DINA-BAXEVANAKIS.COM 








BETTERIN SPACE | GRACIESOUZ | LONDON/SHEFFIELD, UK | @GRACIESOUZ | GRACESDS.CO.UK 
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The highly anticipated debut from multi-disciplinary 


artist GracieSouz, Better In Soace is a conceptual four 
track EP inspired by the political and social realities at 
the time of writing in Summer 2020 whilst also looking 
to the future and the impact this time period will have 
on both the individual and world as a whole. Exploring 
the anxieties of being a young woman, sad, angry at 
the world and pretty lonely, this record is a magical, 
expanding journey experimenting with the electro-pop 
genre. An impressive debut full of bold imagination 
and emotional vulnerability, it was created asa cyclical 
record, each track a separate chapter from the same 
book that steadily grows to a climax reminiscent of 


epic film scores that it was inspired by. 














Speaking about the record, Grace says “It was written across two weeks as a self-fulfilling 
bedroom experiment and during that time space, in all aspects of the word, became an 
ideal, a fantasy with its vastness and means of escape to unknown adventure. This became 
a motif in each song and the sounds of the EP were made to replicate this feeling. To find 
balance between bewitching cinematic sounds and more aggressive industrial synthesiz- 
ers. Industrial and ethereal, gigantic and sparse which is terrifying but also exceptionally 


I’M LIMITLESS, I'M WELGHTLESS, A COMET 


ih LL vas 9 BY IARS 


The EP is produced and with additional music by experimental electronic producer Alex- 
ander Comana (Miedo Total, Casi Wyn) and mixed and mastered by Nicholas Alexander 


(Minimal Animal, Battles, Dead Slow Hoot). 
Lead single, Brian Cox, has already gained support from the likes of Get In Her Ears, Letu- 
turewave and Music of the Future and had an exclusive video release on Backseat Mafia. 


Follow up single, Before, An Apparition, has had support from Pink Wafer Club and BTR. 


Better In Space is an independent record released in April 2021. 


W 
[T] 
| 
— 
[T1 
AJ 
Zz 
G 
> 
@ 
M1 
a 
AJ 
> 
O 
M1 
Cg) 
oF 
Cc 
N 
Pall 
(Ore 
Zz 
\) 
eo) 
et 
~~ 
(a) : 
ib i 
[T] 
TI 
uid 
M1 
r% 
a 
GS 
N 
2) 
Q 
> oe 
P< 
2 
Mm 
7A) 
O 
Cc 
N 
a) 
Ad 
> 
‘2 
Mm 
7) 
UO 
oh 
2) 
O 
Cc 
A. 








PAT ARE 
Cimsha4 ans 


fri 





, ~ ‘ 


fearing 1-2 “= 4 


fearing i-2 (0h 


fm ieee 





I ERTL. 
Dac 

, 1 

detec 

i eprieS oop 


















ae Wee GANISM 


nismio 


Video Art 


bb at 








—! - : i — 
a= f ji ‘, ‘aS ‘ 
em = i os =f SrA rt al 
/ fo af a 
ee os =e 
_ uy = ee wile tia iE er} . J _# 
/ ze = shin = | 
i - z= = | = ; 
/ 24 : y a 
x A es : 
a E [EHAL 5 
i Seotarmar asi 
= WTR E 
5 “ \ snlaliat = 
i \ 
waren | Ter, 
" Tae 1 MLS 
——, TEE WTAE 
ERHEEpT otha ans savalelt iia 
dewieE aur "5 ~~ 
ke latices ai. | bay if bt] 4 
’ usiv ices /_ =< ey 
= 2th Tech ee er 1 
fiasirse anni ‘ * ) i paler fi 
Herbrinrt re ; : a 
L ay ana 1 
eet a he | 
aaa t 
Cee PT dd ny —s-— = Tet 
ska bali , Wut 
4 Jn alert Foci 
“oo oh Brussels 
} Leivnea r ! 
tarerat aon 
. Belgium 


20.20 





DANCE FILM / VIDEO ART 





In the coexistence of man with the machines it seems that the human loses 


ground. 


The technological development generates restlessness when in diverse areas we 


observe how, since the industrial revolution, the machines replace the man. 


MECHANISM It is a man-machine experiment, where | try to reflect the restless- 


ness for the world to come, the future. 


The video shows the transformation of a man, a dancer, into a machine. 


Mechanical pieces are installed in the body with the intention of finding new 


movements and integrating both worlds. 


A body-mechanical experiment, with unsuspected results. 


Performance Flakorojas 


Creating and Editing Flakorojas Flakorojas 


Sound composition Flakorojas 


Production Flakogramas 


Belgium May 2020 


©flakorojas 
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ONLY THE ONES WHO LOOK CAN SEE1SU TI | KAOHSIUNG, TAIWAN | @WAHAOIOIOI! ARTSTATION.COM/OIOI 
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These pieces are created under these chaotic years. In the future, chaos 
will be more to come. Hope everyone's safe and don’t forget to make 
everyday artsy, creative, and always have fun. 
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MODERN MAN I SANDRA PARIS | FRANCE | @SANDRAPARIS_PAINTING | SAN-TOOSHYGALERIE.JIMDOFREE.COM 
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Ta Oe my goldfish and I sang a song for appa.docx WA 





One Saturday evening, my goldfish played Moon River 
on the record player. 1 hummed. hummed as 1 looked 
down at my buttered toast. toast that looked isabel- 
line and smelled like umma’s cloying perfume. the 
river i saw from my window hugged the electric blue 
clouds, the winds, and the softness from the danc-— 
ing saffron tangerines appa planted in our garden. i 
Sang the line, Two drifters, off to see the world; 
there’s such a lot of the world to see, and my gold- 
fish would sing, we’re after the same rainbow’s end, 
waltin’’round the bend and 1 looked back at the 
window if appa was there. if he was there with his 
friend, the other drifter. i chewed on my buttered 
toast. isabelline butter: the fairy lights to a 
dark cave i inhabit inside of me. dark cave with no 
beauty - an empty flower pot. my dark cave, the emp- 
ty lantern, brightens up when i put my feet inside 
the lukewarm river. when the river becomes my second 
appa. and i draw my appa’s face, my appa who left 

to see the world, with a wooden stick on the se- 

pia sand. his eyes, his lips, his nose —- his orange 
Shaped face. i think of him, and i guess my goldfish 
thinks of him too as it rinses its pelvic fins inside 
the river, and we think of him over and over again 
as we Sing the Moon River over and over again.we 
Sing to the moon. and the blonde moon would sing to 
appa, who is on the other side of the world over and 
Over again. 
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- Brica first Felli fal jove with: painting in high: has under a teachings ot Michele Root. It was all’, 

- about Monet until Klimt, Pollock, Krasner dnd De Kooning. were introduced. Her appreciation | for. 
art grew with.time, expanding a. preference for.impressionism to that: ofabstract expressionism. 
She took.a few art-courses in Universjty but carries a specialization in Socié-Cultural Anth ropology. 
nepes by everyday Surrounding. her artistic influence comes in any fons: am 
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CREATIVE DIRECTOR & PHOTOGRAPHER: @JSEIGAR 
MUSE, MODEL, & INSPIRATION: CANDY PORCELAIN @IAMCANDYPORCELAIN 











This series presents the drag queen Candy Porce 
Tamdal-mk-V(o(-m\/Lelelaie-llam-lal(o) {late n-Mer-\/aelamear-m(ac- 
she were on the beach. She plays with the sum 

clichés in her chic outfit. The seasons’ twist reinfor 


the idea that drag is a form of art capable to transtc 


reality and turn it into fantasy. This new photo-narra 


Key-lame) maa \mceleel-melamle(-laluinyZ 
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Seigar is a passionate travel, street, social doc- 
umentary, conceptual, and pop visual artist 
based in Tenerife. He feels obsessed with the 
pop culture that he shows in his works. He is 
a fetishist for reflections, saturated colors, curi- 
ous finds, and religious icons. He also writes for 
olpalsmantsvelt-i-lalemelel-smire(-1er 


mi-maar-liamiat)elic-lilelatcm-le-mne-V-111ale -lale ml el-16] 0)(-8 
His aim as an artist is to tell tales with his cam- 
era, creating a continuous storyline from his 
trios, encounters, and experiences. His most 
ambitious projects so far are his Plastic People, 
=i NU Lo Nel ale-laiaalce) ele) (oleh var-larem-yeel(e) (ole ainal-1 mers 
LUXS olamsal—malelant-laly4-ldlelamey mm tal-Maar-lala-re [ella 
al-milare-Miamsar-m-iare) OM i[are(olN <1 me N\X-lanal-m\lg(er 
and his Tales of a City, an ongoing urban pho- 
to-narrative project taken in London. He is a phi- 
lologist and also works as a secondary school 
teacher. He is a self-taught visual artist, though 
he has done a two years course in advanced 
folate} vexeie-lea\’ar-laremelal-m lame al—aal-i- late m=) (Vy (e)ap 
He has participated in several exhibitions and 
his works have been featured in many publica- 
tions. He has collaborated with different media 
such as VICE and WAG1. He writes for Dodho, 
The Cultural, Red Hot Monde, Intra Mag, and 
Memoir Mixtapes about pop culture. Lately, 
he has experimented with video forms. His last 
interest is documenting identity. Recently, he 
received the Rafael Ramos Garcia International 
malelKole|¢-] la MAN T-IKer 
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RECONNECTION | ELIZABETH ADAN | PULLMAN, USA | @EDGEOFELIZABETH 
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reconnection 


the lamp went out on the street corner 
where we used to sit and invent new Secrets 
I'm to blame for seeking reconnection 

but it's way too late 

to turn the lights back on around us 

I think you have a bright future 

have I drawn too much attention 

by changing the lightbulb? 


Elizabeth Adan is a lifelong artist who enjoys deconstructing 

the smallest moments and largest emotions, often at the same 
time. Her alliterative, lyrical writing takes on topics ranging 

from sustainability, nature, love lost/found, and community 
responsibility. A Pacific Northwest native, her true passion is the 
great outdoors, soaking up as much inspiration and natural color 
as possible. 


Find Elizabeth on Instagram and Twitter @edgeofelizabeth 
at ElizabethAdan.com or at elizabethadanart.squarespace.com 


“lam aself-taught artist who employs many offbeat techniques 
to create colorful, eye-catching work. | am a painter, sketch 

artist, and graphic designer who often starts from a fresh acrylic 
painting, photographs it, and then turns the work into graphic art. 
Frequently using nature imagery as viewed through kaleidoscope 
eyes, the work helps the viewers see the world from a mind- 
bending new perspective. ” 


FLICKERING | INGRID ZIJLEMA | GRONINGEN, THE NETHERLANDS | @INGRIDZIJLEMA | INGRIDZIJLEMA.NL 
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a eMlayeciesi-veis(elale)mc-laal ele) e-] Maal) eiic} 

aws stories through scenes of circular composi- 
ots Bio create gravity-less realms of her nomadic 

Ss, she found connections with miscellany objects to 


Channing Gray is an illustrative artist workings Fe 
dream-spaces, and celestial Poors | 
iirolal-mmlalelanaialiarep elele|(=\-ye- late mileraidlale |, 

memory. When she shifted between I 









the temporary spaces she inhabit ss ibolism of her work i is pore oye eee 
charts, where charting entities « ace t 


cele] ale me) e){<\eiccwrs| alo latcarali tela ie) 9 
ole\-idlon sare] eo) oligo Relmal-vare|(-j° 
- where her tumbling met 
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DONNE I RENA KING | NEW YORK CITY, USA | @RENAKING_ART | RENAKING.ART 
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CREDIT: 
idvalet Studer (@imagemephotography) 





Soleil is a singer-songwriter 
that is originally trom New 
York, but resides in Miami. She 
atu e\-1a(e)gaal-remelameelelali(cis 
stages throughout the country. 
Soleil has been featured on 
V7-]a(olUmaalqrelt-MelUlt(cincm-lale 
radio stations. She recently 
won contests for and garnered 
Keroro lalin(olamiceaalere)al’ Amy LU ici(es 
olaapesielelare|@llelUlemr-lare 
ReverbNation. Soleil uses her 
powertul, polished vocals to 
tell tales of all aspects of love. 
Her versatility can clearly be 
heard: Blues, Hip-Hop, Jazz, 
Pop, R&B, and Soul. Her music 
ar-Ie-Mliau(om oi momo lant-vuallare 

for everyone. Soleil's single, 
"Whose Side?” is sure to prove 
why she’s a superstar in the 
aar-l,<lalep 
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PHOTO CREDIT: 
Lea Grandvalet Studer (@imagemephotography) 


«Mle are the only 
Ones who can hold 
Ourselves back 












sfo)l=)].4(e.<s\eme)nmuats 
aalelaluameym(ey’-miina 

eM olg-]aremarc\Mciolale 
titled, “Whose Side?” 
"Whose Side?” 
embraces the UK 
dance scene and 
o)(-lale(smnal-lensrelul are, 
Viidalestel0]ImVZeYere) is 

lave at-ldaatelallem\ierer-] 
elgeto[Uleutlelanm hal= 
juxtaposition creates 
a sonically impressive 
Jam. 


“Whose Side?” is the 
iilacimeyimant-la\vacve late |S 
iWarclmpsie) [1] mo) cele [U[a-1oR 
ial-wcilate| (mu meen 
produced with Aston 
W/FeTakoanal Maloml ey-\e,.ar-lale 
ioladaMe) elx-laalelem-lare 
downtempo nature of 
idalomsxo)ale Ml cManl-v-]almKe 
elicit various emotions 
or Interpretations 
from listeners. 
“\Whose Side?’ 

or-]as ok MUlalel-laciKelele 

In many ways — 
choosing whether to 
move forward ina 
relationship to make 





it work, choosing to 
embrace all layers 
and versions of a 
eX-lasvelanmr-lare/celanial= 
common selt vs. selt 
battle, as we are the 
only ones who can 
hold ourselves back, 
Soleil explains. 
"Whose Side?” is 
Soleil's first song of 
dal-Micy-lar-lalem/Uarelt 

a tune it is. The 
single serves as a 
captivating prelude 
to the many releases 
se) I-11 ar--m ©) f-lalal=re 
for the year. The 
songstress has an 
Ujexere)aaliare msvelare 
ViWaGle-laslsa\aaNii-1ce 
WVilalalcim@el- lel dloms 
BYo\var-lalem-lareliatois 
song with Hip-Hop 
recording artist Jay 
Burna. Follow the 
ski-me)muial-w-rolelaniver 
ol-m alolUlx-\ale) (om ar-laal= 
elalom-(olomual-mer-lKel aly) 
"Whose Side?” to 
Welulaxer-lI\mcelr-lilelay 
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VIDEO HERE. 





Start Streaming 
‘Whose Side?’ 


WHOSE SIDE? 
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INTELLECTUAL DEATH [ENTELEKTUEL OLUM] | ERHAN US | ANKARA, TURKEY | @ERHANUS 


OZ 


the Empire 


lmparetortuk —: 44a St udm INGE 2) erhanus 


Kerguk tednia 


Tarthini; populist TV diziler| veya trend medya kanallari 
olmadan SGfenemeyen ve kutuplagan topluma elestiri 


Biography YW © erhanus 


erhanus.com i 


2019.418 ® 


80 « 100 cm ©) erhanus 


Tyvel Gzerine roller talam ve akrilié 





] 


: Kadin cinayetlerinin 
normallestiriimeye caligeidigs toplumsal zemin Gzerine 
elestiri. Eserin her yerinde 2019'da Tirkiye'de Oldirdlen 
418 kadinen ad: yer alir, 


Evolution 


Evrim 100 « 140 cm \O) erhenus 


IKEA fotegval Uzerine abrilih 





} Mang! cagda ve formda 
olursa olsun canh, hudkmetme arzusuna sahio Ve bu: 
hayvanda kontrol edilemedigi kadar, insanda da edilemedi. 


® 


Biyografi Erhan US 


Kavramsal sanatc: ve yazar |1987, Ankara. 
Bilkent Universitesi THM'den sonra, 
marketing ¢alismalari ve on bir sivil toplum 
baskanligina istinaden uluslararasi onur 
nisanlarina ve ‘En lyi Dijital Ajans' 
Odullerine layik gGrGldi. Eserleri; 5 kitada 
25'i askin Ulkede 120'den fazla sergi ve 
yayinda sanatseverlerle bulustu. Dijital 
Prestij: Teknoloji, Sosyal Medya ve 
Marketing Uzerine kitabi 2018'de 
yayimlanan Us; a+A Uluslararas: Plastik 
Sanatlar Dernegi, AFSAD, TFSF ve AGSAD 
Uyesi olup Istanbul Universitesi'nde 
Sosyoloji ve Anadolu Universitesi'nde 
Felsefe calismalarina devam etmektedir. 


rates 
oo lit 


Hakkinda cekilmis 
belgesel, diger 
isleri, yayinlar: ve 
énceki sergileri icin: 






Power ®@?* 


Gg 2020 103 «101 a2 co 2 [c) erhanus 


Angan Uzerine akrilik, plas 


Her iktidar, kendi zayifligent yarator bavgntovte ifgili 





yalaniar sOyler, Eser, toplumun by buntarla bituniesit 
yasayisin: ve ighevsizligi tame! eder 
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Criticism ™® 


Elestiri 2019 43% 3142 c1 i?) erhanus 


Kagit 2erine yagi boya 





' ' 
Kontroisuz elestirinin, nefretie Dasienen icerik ve yaraticisg 
Slddrmes| tizering. ISM, kalplann digina cikilamamasini 
beyaz alantar; yeniliklerin Onind tkayan elegtirmenieri 
temsil eder 


<7 


HunterWoman ® # 


80 x 100 om (5) erhanus 


TUA, metal deri, neon 





Feminizmin ve 
gdclé kadin Gurugunun dniindeki en bOyGk engel; medyanin 
reytingler ugruna devam ettirdigi geleneksel teplumsal 
cinstvet rolleri 


No Future ®® 


Gelecek Yok $0 x 70 cm (5) erhanus 


Tuva! Grerimne akrilik, netal 


Teplumlarin aptallagsmaas: 
saiginiar, iigisizlik ve saygisiziik kapsaminda medeniyetin 





gelecedine: rahatiatic: mavi ile sdslenmis, karamsar bakig 


neFig Leaf *® 


incie Yaprags 2019 43% 3% «2cm PATS ©) erhanus 
Oil.on Hab hie FineArt Paper Kagrt drerine yagi: boya 





On the tragedy, recurrence of the history, human-designec 
the story of Adam and Eve Tarthin tekerruru ve 
trajedisi, insanin kend| tannlarini yaratmasi, Adem ve Havva 


hikayesi Gzrerine. 


Meta Data ® 


2020 80% 100 cm PATI 4 [(B) erkanus 
i tring TUAB, misina 


Am Ge 
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Criticiem on religion-supperted-patriarchsl family model’: 
} 


pressure an female body. Dinleri arkasina alan ataerkil 
sistemlerin, kadin bedeni izerindeki tahakkOmil dzerine 


7 Colors of Rainbow ®® 


Gékkusaginin Yodi Rengi 2020 50x 70em Pallo) ©) erhanes 


j n canv Tuval Gearing okrilik, kumag 





~ ‘ 
Titicism on tne society that forces vaivues to create roonots 


who are devoid of empathy and guest for life's meaning 


m 


and cannot live in harmony. Empati yoksunlugu, saygisizik, 


aniam arayrgindan uzaklagma... ‘Robotlar yaratip; 
dogrularin: ve yanlislarine dayatan topluma elestiri. 


Ou were un 


ee ee Loe 
DrOoOvVal and CO 





Grew up between the poles of duality 
loaded roles, fake triendships 


rhomework trom the other: 


na w th your naif kn owledge 


n the aae of Post-Truth 


ware of you being the unaware 


problems in the grip of causality. 


i justified violence with ‘cute’ traditions 


Got bored while reading 


Fven that new-age nonsense 


You watchea the stupidities 
that break records « Youtube 
lail aN NOU (O lake a SEirnie 
ntidence problems 


lam a witness of this era 


hen you watched Survivor 


made tew wishes from your goa 


! \ } 
and siept with your doqmas 
| ) S| 
rp 7 
iout questioning anc giec 
A b | + ¥ 
Avaitability YT intormatior 


mean that it has been reached 


To its twiligh 


DogGdun 


O dialiteli kutuplarda bUyUdin hep 
Yuklenmig roller, yapmacik arkadasliklarla 
Birilerine yaptirdin ddevlerini 

Okuldan eve, evden ise 

Bir arti deger Uretmeden gecti yillarin. 


Haberlere bakip i¢ cektin, kapattin. 
Kulaktan dolma birikiminle tartigirken 
Post-Truth caginda 

Farkinda olmadin farkinda olmayislarinin, 
Alet oldugun popilizmin ve cehaletin 

ve kimlik siyasetinin. 

Ben bu devrin tanigiyim, 


Hep gtnduz kugaQg! izledin zaten, 

hazirlanip ciktin eglenmeye 

Kismet dedin sorumsuzluktan gelen, 
nedensellik kiskacinda bitin sorunlarina. 

Ve 'tatli' geleneklerle megrulagstirdin giddeti, 
Sikildin, o new age sagmaliklarla dolu kitaplan 
okurken bile, sikildin. 


Rekor kiran aptalliklara baktin Youtube'da 
Selfie'ni cekmen yarim saat surdi, 
onaylanma arzusuyla, 

Ben bu devrin tanigiyim. 


Survivor izledin sonra, 

Tanrindan birkag istek yapip 

Uyudun dogmalarinia 

Yani yasadin sorgulamadan, ve dldiin 
Bilginin ulasilabilirliginin, 

Ulasildigi anlamina gelmedidgi bir cagin 
Alacakaranligina 
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INTELLECTUAL DEATH [PRESS RELEASE] 


Intellectual Death [Entelekttiel Ollim], the 10th solo 
exhibition of the conceptual artist and author Erhan Us, 
meets the audience between February 11-25, 2021 at 
Mira Koldas Art Gallery in Ankara - Turkey, whose cura- 
tor is Gokce Oruc. The exhibition could only be visited 
by appointment due to pandemic, focuses on post- 
truth, populism, identity politics, and the decrease and 
monotony of the questioning the functions of the soci- 
ety. 

This exhibition will introduce Us's conceptual and 
protest installations and paintings, exhibited in 5 
continents / 26 countries last year that are related to the 
collapse of the educational systems and the loss of its 
intellectual presence, to the Turkish art 

community. 


MANIFEST 


You were born. Grew up between the poles of duality, 
Loaded roles, fake friendships. 

You got your homework from the others school to home, 
home to work, years passed without a surplus-value pro- 
duced. 

You watched the news and sighed, turned off 

While arguing with your half knowledge, in the age of 
Post-Truth You were unaware of you being the unaware, 
Populism and ignorance that you are a part of, and identity 
politics. |am a witness of this age. 

You got ready and left to have fun Said ‘fate’ that of irre- 
sponsibility, to all your problems in the grip of causality. 
And justified violence with ‘cute’ traditions, Got bored 
while reading even that new-age nonsense. You watched 
the stupidities that break records on Youtube. 

It took you half an hour to take a selfie, with desire for 
approval and confidence problems. | am a witness of this 
age. 

Then you watched Survivor, Made few wishes from your 
god and slept with your dogmas So you lived without 
questioning and died. 

Availability of information, to an age that doesn't mean 
that it has been reached To its twilight. 








Conceptual artist and author [1987, Ankara]. After Bilkent 
University TH Management; he was granted to 25+ local 
and international / honorary awards, with respect to his 
11 NGO presidency and marketing projects, 

participated in 120+ exhibitions in 25+ countries. 


He continues his studies on Sociology & Philosophy at 
Istanbul and Anadolu Universities. Us is a member of 
Association Internationale des Arts Plastiques [[AA/AIAP] 
Photographic & Visual Arts Federations, whose book Dig- 
ital Prestige was published in '18. 
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THE FUTURE IS ANIMAL | 
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et eas means 2 am. a mal. Which t means | can be Loved. Wild. Hungry. ics 
Sab ai mdcome’ a sharp. ialiate mci the worlds erid/t AM-ANIMAL AND THE FUTURE 











a SOS <a ANIMATED, M SHINIC, MONSTROUS, ~~ 
Were t con => ts > | -wa 
ar ot " & i + ra = ~~ —— — . 
' ; . a = 


ee "YOU ARE ‘HUMAN AND ol ‘CANNOT B BETRUSTED B BUT YOU CAN BE LOVED / | 

~ hide-my. animal under my skin like a secret iscent,of awildness | have no poetry for. 
Without animals’ there-would be no language. Trust | mé on that. There is a poem 

= ~~ which the animal writes. Let the-hair grow. Let the fur bristle—wild and hungry / THE 
“FUTURE IS ANIMAL. MACHINE. MONSTER. 
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City, New Yorks Setlakalnaes ini ; 
graphic: design, and cone a nz 
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NOWHERE | MAIYA FONG-LEE | NYC, NY / .' ie ks | @MAIYAFONGLEE 
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MOVING ON | SARAH JUDSEN | ORLANDO, FL | @SARITAHOODSEN 
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“It was never for a lack of love,” you explained. The proper 
response to that was lost on me, so | took off walking until | _ 
reached the prairie’s edge of the stretches and miles of what 
that could mean. | walked until it turned into running which 
turned into bouncing and rolling down the hill that followed, 
until | was just a tumbling blur of my attempt to understand, 


until finally | stopped at the end, where | could sit and swing 


my legs like a child. It felt so nice, and the sight of my hands in 


the tangles of vines looked so new, that | settled in with a lick 


of light and sputtered to life. My arrival formed a sunrise over 


the prairie, over the hill, a future where my new flash of green 


exists. The sun has found me sitting here still, the vines 


around me only chasing skyward. 


just start 













don't wait to be in 
the perfect mood. 


df SHLVYN® | ODIXAW | VIDYVD VIIVHLVN | NOISOTI NV TIV S.LI 


it’s all an illusion. 
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N GURGAON’S FUTURE 1 & 2 | MARIANNE VAN LOO | LYTHAM, UK | @LOOMARIANNEVAN | MARIANNEVANLOO.COM 


UIRGAOIN'S 
PUTUIRNE 1 & 2 


Marianne is a documentary and fine art photographer, with an MA in photography. 


She is an Associate member of the Royal Photographic Society. 


Her practice is informed by theories around place and non-place and how im- 
ages relate to identity and history. She is an advocate of self-publishing and has 
self-published a few newsletters and a limited edition photo book called ‘Lines of 


Gurgaon’. 


In 2019 she was nominated for the RPS 100 heroines campaign, celebrating wom- 
en in photography today. In that year she co-curated the RPS exhibition entitled 
‘unframing our identities’ at HIVE in Blackpool, where over 80 female photogra- 


phers showcased their work. 


She has been widely exhibited. Her work has been on display in India, The USA, 
Italy, France, the Netherlands and the UK. 


In 2020 her images were included in Portrait of Britain Vol 3 and Rankin's 2020. She 
also won in three categories of the World Wide Photography Gala Award and her 


images were included in the October Fotonostrum magazine. 


In 2021 she will be exhibiting with Atlas of Humanity in Paris and with the Fotonos- 


trum Gallery in Barcelona. 


She is also a regional winner of the Heart Valve Voice competition 2020 and her 


images will be exhibited in Parliament when Covid restrictions have been lifted. 
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DeMarcus Jeudy (@2greatproductions) 


PHOTO CREDIT: 
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returns with an immaculatejam 
titled, “| Am.” The song is an inspiring piece 
of work that tells listeners to know their worth. 
a Neat ant-),<-\UlX-e) mice) AV/[lalom-larem lant-lel-iavmdaralt 
listeners all over can relate to. 


The Pop/R&B hit was produced by 1040. The 
captivating beat is only matched by the awe- 
inspiring lyrics and breathtaking vocals. The 
song's fun, powerful nature makes for the ultimate 
Jeldiareidiaat-m-lalsal-laap 


Marlounsly is ready to take over 2021, and she has 
a ton of releases planned for the year. Marlounsly 
Wey WM KoMl aat-1.<-m- im olgoy cele] ave Man) oy-lol melamdal-Mel-]anl-Pa me) 
now, enjoy the present and put “I Am” on a never- 
Tale [Tate exe) oF 


Marlounsly is a Haitian-American singer- 
songwriter from West Palm Beach, FL. She has 
amassed millions of views and streams. She has 

1 htome- lero 101 c-1e M-Ie-174-] 0] (-m-Xolelt-] Mant-velt-Mcel|e\nilalep 
W/FeVaColUlar-iNVmal-lomer-laal-a-vomr-lan-lald(olamice)pameolelala(qtt 
media outlets such as MTV, Flaunt Magazine, 
ELEVATOR Magazine, UPROXX, RESPECT. 
Magazine, HotNewHipHop, Sun Sentinel, Nakid 
Magazine, Miami New Times, and The Palm Beach 
Post. She has performed live and been featured 
on MTV's Instagram. She was interviewed and 
performed live on FOX SOUL, which is owned by 
FOX Television Stations. Her music is on rotation 
oY ane). <0 Im AY AY F-lacelelal-ih Vm at-l-Me) ef-lal-to Me] ole) ar- [eas 
such as Ella Mai, H.E.R and Summer Walker at 
major music festivals and tours. 
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I'm sorry about all these conversations we can't have 
| see you cringe when you almost mention the future 
I'm sharp and striking, prickly and pink 

| didn't mean to frighten you 

it's hard to watch you harden 

hard to see the time compact around your face 

and your intentions melt 

marbleize 

marinate 

mold you 

into something sharper than yourself 


Moldin 


= 
S 
Ke 
G) 
Pa 
BD ilk 
2 
= 
ra 
< 
= 
| 
=I 
= 
OW 
= 
O 
—{ 
a [F, 
kK 
LL 
‘ae 
<q 
N 
= 
Li 
© 
= 
OD 
es 
O 
=> 


Elizabeth Adan is a lifelong artist who enjoys deconstructing the 
smallest moments and largest emotions, often at the same time. Her 
alliterative, lyrical writing takes on topics ranging from sustainability, 
nature, love lost/found, and community responsibility. A Pacific 
Northwest native, her true passion is the great outdoors, soaking up as 
much inspiration and natural color as possible. 





“| am a self-taught artist who employs many offbeat techniques to 
create colorful, eye-catching work. | am a painter, sketch artist, and 
graphic designer who often starts from a fresh acrylic painting, 
photographs it, and then turns the work into graphic art. 
Frequently using nature imagery as viewed through kaleidoscope 
eyes, the work helps the viewers see the world from a 
mind-bending new perspective.” 


“WeEpY Yoqezily 


@EDGEOFELIZABETH | ELIZABETHADANART.SQUARESPACE.COM 
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jroup exhibitions. Her art is very nice and professional. 


Oil painting. 


artvaluk.wordpress.com/ MMatemibielle-Wolmeat-wo)r-lal-var 
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UNTITLED, FROM ‘COLLAPSE’ | STUSONTIER | AUCKLAND, NEW ZEALAND | @STUSONTIERPHOTO 


STUSONTIER.NET 


These works emanate from discarded 
inkjet printers and examine the notion 


of waste in the digital era. 
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DREAMING IS OPTIMISM | MICHELLE DE FREITAS | TORONTO, CANADA I @ITSALLMETA 


Sun shines through the muck, 
Through the grey 
Into the next day 
And the promise 
Of a better tomorrow. 


| sit sipping tea 
And wonder if the sun 
Will shine again 
Next year, 
Or will | be here 
Still searching? 


| think of hill tops 
And a light buzz 
At 4pm, 
In an apartment 
| always hoped to call my own. 
A bright city 
Under my low balcony, 
Close enough to see their faces 
And wonder 
What their story might be. 


A record on replay 
Cause | don’t have much, 
And a pile of books 
Cause | have too much. 
A sun filled room 
And a woman on my chest 
To remind me to make 
breakfast 
Sooner than later. 

A day that is new, 
Old, 

And entirely my own. 
That is where | escape to 
In these isolating and 
trying times. 
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just verbs 


MUSIC p> PLAY 





Videographer: Chris Douglas (IG @big_fish_kc) 
WiFeltom xet-Xo bal to (ol[- o)Y/-0 (LGM @-Wle)VZ-92-9) 
mz ants l(ou ct le Ma Loler-] SPA VAlo(-tor) nto [hkelem D)ia-voine) arse aale)c-warslelalsiallar-m melaale)c> 


C@IFYeWitelaalela= 


Mire |aiur-er-lare| (me) m-ro)aat-Wlare=lal-vanse|dane)amZol0lat-laalcmre) a-Mellemel-lale~ 
around, give yourself a foot massage or whatever the music guides you 
to do. This is a reminder to be present & feel; solo or with a loved one. 


Ai alcnig-le.a-e-N7-lit-le)t-me)al-1iMaat-llamaaleliion e)r-1ncelgaa-y 
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HOUSE OF AFFLICTION | FADRIAN BARTLEY | KINGSTON, JAMAICA | @ARTEXEREXES 


144 





HBYUSE BE AF 


The blast of heavy thunder cracked 
the silence upon the savage 

land, 

repelled lightning bolts 

through the shades of dark clouds. 


An old codger stood at his window 

and looked fearfully with his inflicted one eye, 
as the beam of lightning bolts 

illuminated the window surface, 


and a shadow behind the still curtain invoked the hollow. 


Baby footsteps splattered 

with blood marks had their trail 

lead to the abandoned room, 

with the reflection of a house lodger 


sweeping the aisle with a dusty broom. 


Flashes of what was seen 
were those whom he had lost, 
Deceased of the unrest 
vanished out of sight 


from a shattered window glass. 


FACEBOOK.COM/FADRIANCREATIONS/ 


Moved briskly on 

his crutching stick 

towards the abandoned room, 

the metal switch aged with 

time, 

and the dark empty place reflected « 


memories from the light of an old du 


black dress hung 

on the wall, 

once worn by his deceased 

wife. 

when he reached out his hand and 


touched the fabric of dark memories 


A terrible vision 

swept Imaginative 
realism into dream works 
of her embrace. 


she looked at him with a hateful expt 


UNTITLED | MAGGIE ROSE | MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA | 
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‘ession and uttered, 
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“If you are still dead” 

then what are you doing here? 
flashed vision of her darkling 
threw his consciousness 


to the wooden floor back to reality. 


And a little girl 

who stood in front 

of him without a word, 

she pointed her finger to the wall, 
where the returned widow stood 
in her beautiful black dress and 


yelled, “get out”. 


the hour seemed to arrive, 
when an unforgiving spirit 


hunt’s justice through the aisle, 


HOUSE OF AFFLICTION | FADRIAN BARTLEY | KINGSTON, JAMAICA | @ARTEXEREXES 


traced the old codger to the stairs where he once pushed 


her, 


And the balance between 


lite and death repaid the ghost, 





when his crutching stick 
slipped trom a missing step, 


left her dimple smile upon his last breath. 
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Fadrian Bartley lives in Kingston, Jamaica and is a customer 


service representative. 


His work appeared in a few online web magazines, includ- 
INQ: 
http://www.aphelion-webzine.com/poetry/2020/05/Anna- 
belle.html 
httos://drunkenpenwriting.com/2020/09/03/let-the-night- 
decide 
httos://ramingoblog.wordpress.com/2020/09/24/the-ra- 


mingos-porch-legacy-a-poem-by-tadrian-bartley 


Fadrian is a fictional writer in poetry, his favorite genre is 
dark horror story poems, and wishes to emulate Edgar Allan 


Poe, who has inspired the work of his hands. 


FACEBOOK.COM/FADRIANCREATIONS/ 
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Self portrait, Digital artwork, 8.5x11, 2017 
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MY CURRENT REALITY VS FUTURE REALITY | MEGHAN LEVAUGHN | USA 





This is me while I'm still in the slow process of improving my mental health from year to year, — 


in hopes that | can find better help and get better. 





| thought | could do my future self letter as part of my therapy exercises 
'e~ C<s Ses we*7m YY 
Ws a a 


i 





Ss ~ Dear Future Self, 
s) know it s been so hard : everyday- lonely, overwhelmed, 


fustrated, chaotic, & depressed. Péase remember Sf you 
still struggling with yout life bo yout mental health, there is 
stillMope. You Ate hiave. Vou ave strong. You aie loved. 


£ Vou deserve to get help & seek help. Z 
i C Hang in there. : : 
> You got this / 











VSN | NHDAVAST NVHOSW | YSLL57 4715S SYNLAS AW 
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| can still see the clock ticking in my grandparents’ home 
and I've tried to build a house in its rhythm 

Though it keeps catching fire 

| swear I can smell smoke from a world away 

All this vigilance keepin me tired 


Tripping over ticking 


Hot embers Tr =o a | 2 
A future worth gripping Ic OC Z| 
Onto? ep 7, 
What _ ©@ ) ; y 
Exactly ain, or A 


15 
Unfolding 

Tick tick passing, are these trips worth having? 
So | welcome the trick or perhaps 

A treat? 


What just arrived at my feet? 

A carefully wrapped vision of 

Death knocking at my front door 

Unadorned 

And the ticks in my Bubbie and Nonno’s home turn into nothing more than 
now 

Where the future lays 

But how? 


As the analytical mind winds its gears once more 

Presence lays awake 

A mother to future unborn 

So | have come to her in the flickers of minutes now already gone 
Doorway to the whole cosmos 

So | tie these new pair of Docs to greet her 

And | swear 





@DOODLEFRY | @SOIT.FLOWS | SOPHITFLOWS.WORDPRESS.COM 
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ATRAPADA | NATHALIA GARCIA | MEXICO | @NATHS.JPG 
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Days stretch into weeks 


Yet my weeks teel shorter 
Than a day's work. 


The seamlessness is insulting, 
And | feel I'm being robbed 
Of my time. 

Only now | know 

That | have too much of it. 
Yesterday feels like today, 
And tomorrow the same 

But still, | need to believe 





In the uncertainty 
Or; the tuture, 


Or the circle 

Will never break. 

And I'll be rollin 

Down 

That 

Hill 

In a tractor tire, 

Like how we imagined 
As kids. 


| SVLIsdsa 30 ATISHDIW | SCI ads AMA NSHM So] 


VLAINTIVSLIO | VOVNVD OLNOYOL 
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from the stumbling blocks of mind/body dual 


Might we, at last, unravel Fermi’s Paradox 


Learn to believe in fictions 
Realize our own digital immortalit 


Find proof positive for N 


x fix fe x L 
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Acrylic on Canvas with resin. 


10X10 on display at Denver Art Society. PRINTS AVAILABLE. 
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CAN | PREDICT MY FUTURE WITH A LOLLIPOP? | KEVIN VARIAN / CUTS | JAKARTA, INDONESIA | @CUTSSSS 


behance.net/cut 
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WHAT DID YOU SEE IN THE TEA LEAVES | KAIT QUINN | MINNEAPOLIS, US | @KAITQUINNPOETRY | KAITQUINN.COM 


WH AT DID yoU SEE IN 


LEAVES? 


endless ether. a carcass scraped clean. 





THE TEA 


needle and thread of sinew and bone. 
i saw my undoing stitched into time 
by my own uncalloused hand. i saw where lost 
hours are kept: it is where cherry blossoms fold 
inward and bees fly motionless. there lay 
no glow on the river at dusk, only a bottomless 
pool of ink, obsidian and opaque. i see 
the gentle storm brewing on horizon 
of quiet rebellion. i see a past ocean- 
swallowed, a future where we do not speak 
of cold or leave voicemails wet and thick with goodbyes. 
come! let's live like it's a quarter to midnight 
in New York and we have no time to waste! 
let's heed the warning of these leaves dipped 
in dread, scrape our cups clean, fill them instead 
with amber and aquamarine. let us make knots 
of these mingling heartstrings, locks of these joints. 
when the toothed moon rises and cities crack 
into color, it is terrible to be alone. 
let's swallow our fortune and be lonely 


together in the arms of exile. 


UNTITLED | NATHALIA GARCIA | MEXICO | @NATHS.JPG 
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ACRYLIC ON CANVAS, 3X 100X70 
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WRITING THE IMPOSSIBLE | MARK A. MURPHY | HUDDERSFIELD, W. YORKS. UK 
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Writing the Impossible 


How to define what we feel 
when words fail us 


Today, despite what is dead 
we write the word 


Past 


to remind us of the last 10 000 hours 
unable to claw a way out 

Not so much buried without due ceremony 
as buried alive 


Unable to negotiate this or any other pain 
An earlobe in the post 

The tip of a finger 

A foreskin 


A joke not for the faint hearted 

Today, despite what is dead 

we write the word 

Present 

to remind us of the last 20 000 hours 
unable to love one woman over another 
Not so much torn between women 

as torn down the middle 

Unable to negotiate this or any other need 
We who have no need of need 

Not a prayer of a chance 

Only the nightmare of indifference 

A joke not for want of trying 

Today, despite what is dead 


we must write the word 


Future 


AHEAD | CELESTE ALVAREZ | SEATTLE, WA, USA | @ITSSCELESTEE | ITSCELESTE.COM 
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BLACK BEAU IDEAL STREET | SHARARD “X” | TALLAHASSEE, FL, USA | @SHARARDXART 


ATeye) 


Black Beau 
Ideal Street 


This piece features the classic times of 1921 
forwarded to the current times of 2021 

Yan] e)at-74 ale Mm =1-lo,ere\ i al-16-101| Of Male melatellar-] 
Black Wall Street of Tulsa, and Black Folo 
at-\VAlate m= We lexere ma jant-marelale)w late me] i-1ale-se) 

yAN dF lale- Wm @vay-1 alo) un-ear-lalem ad alit-\ol-1| o)alt-W-lalemaal= 
blackownership within the bustling cities, 
below that is the bottom half of Africa 
engulfed by a modern day Black wall street 
and an artist painting a painting in the street. 
I at-wilat-) ce) acm =) f-Lel.@l el-Xe) o)(-Mele}lale miata! 
we do better than the rest and that’s have a 


oferete me) milant=e 





* This piece was selected to be featured on the third 
edition of the board game Play Black Wall Street, an 
Essence magazine recognized board game. 


Medium: Canvas & Acrylic Paint 
Size: 20x24” 


io me-7-1- Wie) g-5 
form.jotform.com/210678136788165 
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UNTITLED | COCO SPENCER | CHICAGO, IL, USA | @COCOZPENCER | COCOCOLALALA.TUMBLR.COM 
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Coco Spencer is a mixed-media artist with an emphasis in analogue collage, originally 
11cela ale @F-1.4¢-lale Fin @Y- alo) i/m of-l-X-Xe lal @lal(or-(o (oy | MBsJal-M-1al(o)’-Manl-).<lalem-llolllpam-laawiels @r-lale, 
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BRAZIL |@EDICOES_CHIMICHURRI 
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PLATONIC LOVE OF THE 21ST CENTURY | HELOISA DE MELO | GUAIBA, 





ONE WEEK LATER... 
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JOYRIDE | STEPH PICOSTARK | FERNDALE, MI, USA | @DIGI.TART | DIGITART.GALLERY 
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She embraces her true form, able to express and be freed from the constraints of the masculine world. 


She is queening her way back to self- a true Goddess. 
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From the series: Constellations and Feelings 





BLIND EYE | PSYCHOSURREALISM | LIVERPOOL, UK | @PSYCHOSURREALISM.ART I PSYCHOSURREALISM.CO.UK 
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FACEBOOK.COM/PSYCHOSURREALISM 


DAYLIGHT WENDIGO | GIUSEPPE PETTINEO I ITALY | @ILUSIONISM | FEAT. @CLAIRECARMOUCHE 
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BLU FUTURE | MARCO BEVILACQUA | NAPOLI, ITALIA | @MARCONAPOLI1985 
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OUT OF THE BLUE | BRIGHTSERPENT | MIDDLE EAST | @BRIGHTSERPENT 
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METAMORFOSI 


Featuring @urgalsal_ 
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ABSTRACTS 4 | DREW MCLAUGHLIN | DENVER CO, | @OPTICAL_ARTIFACTS 
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if) CITY | @WAHAOIOIOI | ARTSTATION.COM/OIOI 


— 
—| 
f=] 


These pieces are created under these chaotic years. In the future, chaos will be more to come. 
Hope everyone's safe and don’t forget to make everyday artsy, creative, and always have fun. 





JOURNEY INTO THE CHAOS | SU TI | TAIWAN / KAOHSIUNG ( 
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RECIPE FOR THE FUTURE | KATE-YEONJAE JEONG | HOUSTON, USA 
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FSeCiPS FOF 
The -UTURGe 


one (1) of growth 

two (2) of hope 

two (2) of determination 

one (1) of inspiration 

one anda halt (1 %) of failure 
two (2) of success 

three (3) of joy 

three (3) of love 

five (5) of people 

a dash of sadness 


a generous sprinkle of gratitude 


three (3) of memories 


Time to concoct: 


depends on the aligning of the stars, fate, destiny, whichever that is that you believe in 


difficulty: 


differentiates between maker, but it’s never easy 


Stir each ingredient at different intervals, with no particular order. 


Overmixing or undermixing may produce a different result from intended. 


Your results should produce a beautiful concoction of life and the future, love and peo- 


ple, moments in time, valuable memories you'll want to hold on to forever... and an 


endless gift from life soon to come. 


No creation will be the exact replica of another, and no creation will be flawless, but all 


will be right in its own way. 
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Kate-Yeonjae Jeong is a creative writer 
based in Houston, Texas. Kate enjoys 
photography, scientific research stud- 
ies, and playing tennis in her free time. 
You can also find Kate baking during the 
weekends for her family and friends, or 


volunteering at the local hospital. 
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| HAVEN'T MET THE NEW ME YET | KAIT QUINN | MINNEAPOLIS, US | @KAITQUINNPOETRY | KAITQUINN.COM 





after Taylor Swift 





i'm still pulling out the loose parts of me whose roots have dis- 
solved 

like a baby tooth's does. still waiting for my back to outgrow that 
one 

stubborn slab of skin keeping my right wing from flapping out 

and catching wind. for my blood to filter my heart of you. the new 
me 

will not know ghosts. will not know the freckled patterns of your 
back 

like the astronomer knows every story that glimmers in the stars. 
she will know forgiveness and letting go. she will not have a habit 
of unearthing graves just to curl up with decay. she will not leave 
dead bouquets in mason jars nor slip pieces of you between the 
lines 

of every poem she writes. i haven't met the new me yet, 

but i know she is happy. i know she has laid down her weapons, re- 
placed 

heaps of bones ripped from the sockets of her own stories with 
make believe. 

i haven't met the new me yet, but i know she believes in fairy tales 
again. 

i know she's writing her own, as i dab my pen in the same stale ink. 
i'm still wiggling instead of ripping out my loose parts. but already, 
i feel the new me growing in. 
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ASE DAD I AE OE I ASD IER IAD RS IAGLS AR DAD, 
‘a Armenia, an ancient goddess of fertility and the harvest (and, possibly, war). This 
arink film goddess portrait. 
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Starligh 





years from now 

small stars will burst and fizzle 
Taree) o){-sare (elmer fe Laie 

ola =s- MU LX-1om Kom exol¥ lalar-lale Mel-74—) 
up to amidst the stark 

oo) al desi) ale or-la\Ve-I-meoymmaat-Maltolalt 


| was timid, tiny, 

ako) Man mcalialdlate) 
alonmanlelelam>).4ue-ik=)aq-y-s0at-] 
glitter-dust has flown by 
since this time 


even when | get older, 
can | still curl into my tattered blanket 
and watch the space rocks fly? 


BY Fe lavaxem=lale[e-\i> 
the diamond specks 
Taman\vmenliatem-late 

for the stars 

to remember me, too 


Kate-Yeonjae Jeong is a creative writer based in Houston, Texas. Kate enjoys 
photography, scientific research studies, and playing tennis in her free time. You 





can also find Kate baking during the weekends for her family and friends, or 
volunteering at the local hospital. 
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A LETTER TO MY NEPHEW, AGED 52, IN YEAR 2068 


| HOPE YOU'RE GRATEFUL 

THAT WE ONLY TAKE A KNEE TO PRAY TO A GOD 

WHO CAN BREATHE 

NOW THAT WAR IS A HISTORY LESSON, 

NOW THE POLICE DON'T KNOCK ON FRONT DOORS 

WITH BATON FISTS AND LOADED GUN VOICES, 

NOW THAT STREETS ARE EMPTY OF PROTESTS, 

NOW THAT POSTER BOARD IS ONLY USED FOR SCHOOLS 

TO DISPLAY FINGERPAINTINGS, 

NOW THAT WOMEN DON'T PRESS KEYS 

BETWEEN VOCAL CHORDS TO BE HEARD, 

NOW THAT A MAN ISN'T SCARED 

TO HOLD HIS BOYFRIEND’S HAND AS THEY WALK HOME, 

NOW THAT ALL THE POT HOLES HAVE BEEN FILLED WITH ANSWERS, 
NOW THAT PLASTIC COFFEE STIRRERS HAVE GONE EXTINCT, 

NOW THAT TURTLES DON’T NEED PLASTIC ARMBANDS TO SWIM. 

| HOPE YOU'RE GRATEFUL THAT GOD IS ENJOYING HIS RETIREMENT. 


UNTIL THE POLITICIAN STEPS UP TO THE PODIUM 
AT A PRESS CONFERENCE. 
HE SMACKS HIS GUM AND SAYS, I'VE BEEN THINKING. 
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RACHEL CAN USUALLY BE FOUND WRITING, DRINKING HOT CHOCOLATE AND WEARING GLITTERY SHOES. 
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aoe 


er she pulled 


the: a ie r slowly and stared. 


at nothing but the quietness of an empty reflection, 


except a strange wind entered swiftly 
and brushed against her skirt. 


And the heavy door 
swung from her hand, 


by the forces of ialieoas: entity 
rade neve to leave. 


ence ee ans or . 








— Ws rm 

F; ac dria n Bar as ley IVES | Ww K le igston Fi Ja- 
rere eee reco 8 IA eee ee fe 

naica and is a customer service repre- 


Tati =i, 
sentative 


ae 
At 
Se 


His work appearec 2 | ina few on iWatss 
) a 4 
WeD I ial ats(@ gazines ir ICI ellaler 
Pare 1 (at Ga Seen 
nttp: ji RARNAT 39) als a Wc mn-' VEDZING.« 7om/- 


pee [202 0/ 95/A AT nnabell e.ht all 
atels) fola un ker ipel ie awri ine {- 


ale mere a HOA OYAG 99/03 /let-tt tne-ni felane -de- 


CIQe 
Ir t 
h itt 95://rami Ng JO ob) lOg : word- 


i 
all 


press.com/2 20 120/09/24/the-ramin- 





lofe}ss ‘pore N-leq ole icy-a-pO Toa mM-£ \V- ‘erelaelal 
Esadrian ic a fictinnaz 4 
-bartl a ey y Fadrian hors pa ead (@] ar] | writer ial 


poetry, his favorite genre is dark 
‘ho orror story poems, and wishes to em- 
4; - el Pa, 
te Edgar Allan P 06, oly 


»f his 





ry ic lds In- 


gee re 


areiaery 


\y 
= a | =e 
igclomaal 1e work o1 






.com/profile.php?id=100009602796382 





5 n . ba ;" 












4 


UV NVLSIa 


F : 


r 






B 
7 
Th 


a 


i 
yy, 
( 
d 








un 


v 
4 


B 
h 


Y 








OLWINVALSINN® | ANVINNSD ‘NI18S¢ | OV NVALSIXD | SHNLNA AHL YOS ANS LIVE YNOA ADYVHDAY 


200 








| i. & 
x ci 
+2 
Lok va +87 
sr @ Bw x 
y a ) Mi 
if ‘ha 











2 ee F 
he : 
fc" Ue cay ort 5 

as a ,* ~ 


» = * 
ta te 

a 

is " 

A. 





aie 


eee 
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THE FREEMAN'S 


This pandemic has taken a lot of twists and turns and countless lives, leaders, and 
influencers, leaving the next generation to carry the torch. This piece is dedicated 
to John Witherspoon and Regina King, it also symbolizes the importance of instilling 
values into our youth for they are our tomorrow. 


Medium: Canvas & Acrylic Paint 
Size: 20x24" 


form.jotform.com/210678136788165 
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@PSYCHOSURREALISM.ART | PSYCHOSURREALISM 





CO.UK | 


FACEBOOK.COM/PSYCHOSURREALISM 
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USA | @JESS_VENTURRAA 


THE DINER | JESS V.| BOYNTON BEACH, FL, 
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“fun fact,” | told my sister, 


“80% of NJ citizens live less than 100 miles from home,” 


except | didn't say “fun fact” because 

that isa “here” phrase, not a “there” phrase, 
and 100 miles isn’t a short distance in NJ anyway. 
It's half the state; it’s an excuse, 

certainly, a reason never to see my sister 

(though | miss her so on birthdays 

And when | pass a joint around). 

maybe it would be an excuse for my mother too, 


iu 


if | turned my “here's” to “there's,” uprooted home 
| plated it in some other soft soil. 

(though she'd miss me so on holidays 

and when she would pass my empty room) 

the plane tickets would be so expensive 

and my apartment would be so small 

That it would hardly ever be worth the effort. 

my sister knows 100 miles is a long way too, 

though never an excuse; only half of the state. 

she knows this like | know that I've slept away 

more times in the past year than in my mom's house 
and | see her more than my sister lately 

but here we are all together, reading statistics about 
the unlikelihood of us sat here together 

and | let the longing seep into my soft bones, 

sip my (no diet, never here) soda 


and try to imagine the ash, my dad 


Had to walk through to escape this place decades ago. 


The Diner 
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FUTURE QUIZ | MAYA BERMAN & REBECCA KAEBNICK | TORONTO, CANADA & QUEENS, NY 





I. You find yourself in a forest in the 
nal te(el(cmo)imaatomalecdslemr-larelslaiatcarclte)alce 
You’re trying to make it back to where 
you were before. With you, you have a: 


WHAT DOES YOUR FUTUR 


A large cluster 
of stars that 
a together make you 
foes Ml co al a "a ap think of a weather 
ca j [ iv . ee ypu DED oe oy oN balloon, rising high 
a Joey | a 4 into the sky 


vable f 
gelia® Shy. 


® 4098 


(| | 3. You try to find your way back 


\ onto the path you were following 
before, looking to the sky through the 
7] canopy of tree branches to help guide 
@ Up above you, in the patterns of the 
constellations, you see: 


é@ ore qrelelicere 


=> with holes that oy, NB 
er 2. Along your path, something odd comes m seem to form some sort of Hee Co P| 
es into view out of the shadows of the trees. ‘SQM pattern, glowing a faint blue in | “SEAS leas @ ofthe fores 


Following your curiosity, you step offto ©@ 4 ~~ the night rN La @ = You don't se 
the side to inspect it. It is a: . > eel ew but you di 


keys and their gga 
wires flowing out onto 
idalomca clei are 


ee @ Stack of broken .: Dore: 
ww computers, their : ” © ee » een 
A 2° Missing _ ania ae el a on 


Re = Assound you have never 
akexo nem ol-lxe)comuatclarel (nate sit 
reminds you of the 
twinkling of bells fae? id yam COLUM rel Laie) ( 
or feels like hou 
Samm You're at the « 
MMM the path there 


%. 
Ne of some sort, old and made out of 
wheels of wood and stone that still somehow 
magically works 


tle ae 
ase orn 2 ¥ 
e a 
ra fee its coors open, wait! 
far bey 





























| ¢ INSTRUCTIONS ¢ > 
a e numbered path but do not fear to stray. Check the ~ 
for what you seek and then continue on your way. ww 
——— z 
+ be | ts Ha = 
| 
i + Dal > 
What you are sure is the Big oa ‘2 Za 
D)fe)el-1ar-lalem Miad(cmD)| 9) 0-1emst0) + 5 > 
close yet so far away + Y AJ 
+ g = 
“3 + | 
A series of a ; ‘se & 
four stars ¥ 2 @ 
haped lil } / . ; 
aped like + 7 + ae . a 
a wrench + ee < a 
+ : j x 
+ my | 
x + > 
y | Dd ( —| 
Y of stars + 
tas + [fyou chose mostly > 
3 + white..you got THE STARS | " Ty 
he trees t ‘ai, Thousands of stories dream of them. Entire = 
n * ¥% songs are dedicated just to what may lay above , 
x + the skies of our little planet. The spirit of adventure a 
a overtakes you every time you cast your head towards the 
A swirling blue and purple galaxy, evening’s spread of planets, constellations and galaxies. 
the tendrils of it reaching like There’s so much to map, so much to explore and to 






















drowned seaweed understand. Something calls to you about the gentle swirl of 


blues and purples and yellows, the explosions far away that 
you have yet to feel. There’s something unnameable about it 
all. But what you do know is the stars and the space between 
them allow you to dream, even with your eyes still open. 





If you chose mostly blue...you got THE OCEANS 
We spend so long looking at the stars that we often forget to look at 
what’s right in front of us, down below. Thousands of miles of inky depths, 
teeming with life and possibility as much as mystery and the unknown. 
The oceans work in duality. Dark, yet colorful. So empty, so lonely, yet so crowded all 
the same. Broken ships and treasures lie at its bottoms, protected by 
an army of creatures that do not yet have a name and have not yet been seen. 
But you enjoy the uncertainty of it all. You thrive in it. 
Olaeclarclininvaiswelomanleleammale)anremconyele 
as your own skin. 


fans 
If you chose mostly yellow... ~ 


you got PRACTICAL MAGIC 
Same and familiar, but just different 
enough for you to take notice. Your world 
is infused with little bits of magic, from 
curious little trinkets to large, sweeping 
contraptions you can’t be sure how they 
work. Things around you are new but 
looking at them you wouldn’t be able to 
Sonmetne tell. The things around you are homey 
mhonee @ and rustic, made of wood and stone and 
earthy things. They invite you to come 
closer, bringing your curiosities with you. 
Maybe your world isn’t so different after 
all. Maybe now you simply have new 
eyes with which to see the magic in it. 





continue to walk, the sound 
begins to meet your ears. 
e any animals, 
9 hear: 
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a olelole)ijarcmavcelmaarcie 
leads back towards the 
town you came from 

























goes fishing for food in 
elamianvaisilelcemexeyare 









ma = clearing with nothing 
My in it, an open view of the sky 
and the solitude you have 
® been desperately seeking 


ing small, maybe a 
|, knocking tree os 
ches out of the way as it “ 
curries off into the canopy 





















oXetevam cole) <larsd 
for you too 





ynger still. You continue for what 
s. But now you finally see it. 
nd of your journey. At the end of 


[f you chose mostly green...you got 


NATURE RECLAIMED 
Around you, there is a hush. Maybe it’s 
3 the vines and the leaves blanketing the 
yp. ground, the moss climbing across the 
ee oo @ walls of worn down buildings. There’s 


? "Sy 5 You left behind ~ | i peace in the abandonment. In the 


“ing invitind loneliness. Animals’ chatter is louder 
y.. now than it has ever been, at least as far 
es a ‘a : Ge as you can remember. It’s green and 
the buildings molded into odd shapes. People crowd closely, making | a: 


Coen brown as far as the eye can see, dotted 

ay ‘| with the.bright colors of wild flowers 

the damp air warm but no one complains or seems to notice. Water collects that have begun to make a home in 
on shining, metallic skin and everywhere you look, the landscape is colored by the watchful 

ma eye of technology- constantly learning, equating, becoming better than it was the day before. 





























Ifyou chose mostly red... 

‘ you got CYBERPUNK 

Neon lights casted over rain soaked asphalt and : 

concrete. It never seems to stop raining and even when it does, l 
the streets are foggy with the puffs of smoke coming off of 


























the places that were once homes. 
There’s a calm in that. 
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SLEEPING CYBORGS | IVANA SLUNJ 





SLEEPING CYbores 
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memory box of earth. Speculative in its nature, it is 
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trees. The work offers a fragment of nature in the hopes 
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SJer-lalerene to put. 
e se) put i 


valely 
abandon as soon as the 








Clock no one can shut off 
aces in someone’s home 
1 handle this 
cks uS around 
tide that cures ills 
Cus in the mirror 
soon as the invented language enters 

US something else will vibrate in our skin 
Opening the door with the teeth of the future to 
the place where we let the freer feeling go 
when you told me you had been looking for me 
we pressed through 
an invisible barrier between us and 
I watched you gently. Let the gods 
Know you are ready to win the lottery 
Verte Were (xecelve ip wie 
Wee eee )lLabwer abn) (ky 
Lifetime many years ago 
I met some of them but 
they are all gone now 
as we hold onto 
the side of one 
ro) alone aXoe oumale)iva Gn ave mmo le\ia Mme) enue 
The velocity of seconds. 
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: w-) a= me)alelolaley-\i-16 
ean Rock fo [Ure mre)eaal=vomamyAeM ns 
by Josh Bov (Guitar, Vocals) and 
Dino (Bass, Vocals) 


Inspired by a wide range of 
artists such as The Cribs, LA 
Priest, Tame Impala, Foo 
Fighters, and The Beach Boys, 
The Lyricals experiment with 
many styles, from synth- 
driven sounds to instrumental 
rock 


Check out their new album 
House Arrest and 
connect with The Lyricals 











LISTEN TO ‘QUARANTINE’ HERE. 
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THE FOOL / UNSPOKEN | ANNIE TAYLOR | SWITZERLAND | @ANNIETAYLORBAND | ANNIETAYLORBAND.COM 
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with a big heartache, and | remember the first five times | played it one the guitar, | 
Wiel a at-[o MiKo Mol aVar- ll ol; imacer-] ofolUlm(o)ate]l ale mre) mise) anl-| efere\ acm (e).-W-lalem [Ulime(-lallalem-Mell 
olUh mo) mimr-laremaUlalaliacemelicel--yaelald] Mole milalem\Zol0|e-\-)1mr-\-mnnal-w (ele) Mmm Olal-\ ele) <-lalal-I-B) 
of-Te.<e]celUlaropm oleh msall-msvolalem(-manleli-m-]olelUhmilal-]|\ar-[xa-)eldalei-|acem(-lai late Meloy 


Both of the songs were recorded at “Dala Studios” where we also did all the recor 
ings for our first record “Sweet Mortality”. We actually recorded the second single “ 
J ote). <-laMamamtal-mol-tel[alaliale Mey m talc \{-t-1ar-]ale Mi mii-)imic-t-1] hme [elole xo elm ol-[e) ar-}mD)-|(-meise lee) 
with David Langhard. David (the producer) is such a genius, when it comes to 

understanding the way we want our music to sound. | showed him our selfmade demo. 


version of the song “Unspoken” and explained wi 


cole Mline(-millz4'a-1(-)olar-lalalaicomtal-Me-\eolrol|a\ee-|< 
and told me to strum the strings with the elephant a: 
a plectrum. The fuzzy plectrum changed the sound of 
the guitar a lot and the outcome are dreamy, soft guitar 
vibes. 


| don’t really remember what musical inspirations were in 
idal-ws ey-1e1axolmanhvaal-v-[oM\/al-1all MVUKelKomtal-m-rolare nm olUlm miallal 





maybe Soccer Mommy, Lana del Rey, Aldous 
mi-lcellarem-laleWa\t-> a Gi lalsve)ig-re mdal-MUl ol-mNal- 1m ome lent 
Talxomual-ma-\xe) collate Ml amual-m-laler 
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WE LOOK FORWARD TO 
COLLABORATING 
AGAIN IN THE 














_ Chris Douglas 


Nelo lt=m al ly4-le\-i80 

PN=tx0) fe} 

Aggie 

Alessandra Crupi 
yNavelit-W-Velolsal 

yNatolast- Velie inal 

Anika Yvette Poch-Mckee 


~ Annie Taylor 


Asja Tustanowska 


_ Astrid MacDougall 


b. pick 
 BrightSerpent 
Calum Stamper 
Candy Porcelain 
Celeste. Alvarez 
Gi ar-valaliaremle-y 


GEViccm Clan 
Coco Spencer 
Cody Cupman 
Collars - 
AGrol ava 
Curtis Bergesen 
ama (-]'<-@Xe) |F-e[- MN at- MYA Cela) 
Daniela Lucato 
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